
The Tragedle 

He is frnkt vp tofattingforhts paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caufe of it. iS' 

%in. A vertuous and a Chriftianlike conclufion} 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

G/o. So do I euer being well aduifde. 

For had 1 curft, now 1 had curft my felfe. 

Catf, Madame his roaieftie doth calTfor you. 

And for your noble Grace: arid you my noble Cord. 

£ht- Catsby,wecome, Lords will you go with vs. 

%t, Madame, we will attend your Grace. Exeunt. tna.Cky 
Gto. I do the wrong, and Lift began to braple, 

The fecret mifehiefe that 1 fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto the grceuouscharge.of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeede haue laid in darkcnelTe i 
I do beweepc to many fi triple gu's : 

Namely to Haftmgs, Darby, Buckinharti, 

And fay itis the Queene, and her allies 
That ftirrerhe K. agatnft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceue me, and withall whet me 
To be reuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, 

But then figh, and with a piece ° f feripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs do gbod foreuil . 

And thus Icloath my naked villanie ' 

With old od ends,ftoIne out of holy writ, 

And feeroe a Saint, w hen mod 1 play the Diuell, 

But foft heerecomes my executioners. Enter Executioner!*. 
How now, my hardy ftout refolued mates, 

Are ye now going todifpacth this deed :? 

Exe. We are my Lot d, arid come to haue the warrant* 
That we may be admired where he is. 

G/o. It was well thought vpon,l haue it heare about BiC. 
When you haue done, repairc to Crosbic place: v 

But firs, be fiidden in.the execution : • j ■. 

Withall, obdurate ; do not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is well fpokep, and perhaps 

May moue your hcartsto piftic ifyou mark him, 

Ex re.Tufh, fearcnor.my L. we will not {fond to prate* 
Talkers arc no good doers be 3ftured : 

Wecome to vfe our hands arid hot out tongues, 
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of Richard the third. 

<Slo t Your eicsdrop mi'ftones,when foolcs ciss drop tears 
I like you Lads, about your bufineflie. Exeunt, 

Enter Clarence, Brokenbury . 

Bro,\y hy lookes your Grace fo heauily to dayl 

Cla, Oh, I haue paft a miferablc night, 

So full of Vgly fight;, of gaftly dreames. 

That as I am a Cluiftian faithfull man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though t’were co buy a wcrld ofhappicdayes, 

So full ofdifmallierror vvas the rime. 

• Bro. What was your dreamed I long to heare you tell it. 

Cla. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for burgundie. 

And in my company my brother Gloceftcr, 

Who from nay cabbin tempted me to walke 
Ypon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull tiroes, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancaftcr, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glottcr flurobled,and in Rumbling 
Stroke me (that thought to ftay him) ouer-board, 

Into the tumbling bdlowes of the main?. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drawnc. 
What dreadfull noyfc of waters in mine cares, 

What vgly fightsof death within mine eyes .* 

Me thought i fa* a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand ratn that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of gold, great Anchors, heapes ofpearie, 
Ineftimable Clones, vnva'ued jewels. 

Some lay in dead mens (cult, arid in thofe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabitc, there were crept 
Ast^creinfcorne ofeyesrefleffing gems 
Which woed the flimie bottomofthedVepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcatteredby, 

Bro. Had you fuch leafure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon thefecrets of the deepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had*' for ftil the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it foorth. 

To keepe th$ emptie vafl and wandring ayre, 
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